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ing July, 1879, and was joyfully quoted in the now ringing
pages of The Salvationist, with the title, " * The Saturday
Review' on the Hosanna Meeting." The article, which is
not at all unfair, although it remains studiously on the
surface of religious experience, proceeds as follows:

The fortresses of Beelzebub, of course, are music-halls,
penny gaffs, dancing rooms, and the like; of these, in London
and elsewhere, the Salvation Army, under the guidance of
Mr, Booth, has stormed no less than one hundred, and has
turned these haunts of ribaldry into places of divine service.

Those must have been very dull or unsympathetic persons
who could resist the pious jollity^ of the anniversary meeting.

The proceedings began with -the singing of the following
stanza:

Hark, hark, my soul, what warlike songs are swelling,
Through Britain's streets and on from door to door;

How grand the truths those burning strains are telling

Of that great war till sin shall be no more!
Salvation Army, Army of God!

Onward to conquer the world with Fire and Blood

There was some peculiar quality in these last words which a
stranger could not catch. The phrase " with Fire and Blood **
was sung, or rather roared again and again, until the perspira-
tion ran down the faces of the soldiery as they clasped one
another's hands and beamed. Public attention was particu-
larly 'drawn to one Captain on the lower platform, who vocif-
erated with such zeal as almost to lose the semblance of
humanity, who finally gave his neighbour a hard rub round
the head in token of spiritual good fellowship. This quaint
person afterwards recounted his experiences, and delighted the
audience by assuring them that he used to be ** a swearing,
drunken shoemaker at Merthy Tydvil," but that now he was
" a Hallelujah pastor at Whitechapel/' to which the entire hall
sympathetically replied " Hosanna/*

Those foreign critics who blame the apathy and cold-blood-
edness of English character can never have attended a Halle-
lujah meeting. If the sight of many pairs of radiant eyes
and waving arms would not persuade them, they would cer-
tainly be convinced by a rousing slap on the back from some
thoroughly happy and devout stranger* In fact, the flow of
animal spirits, the manifest affection of all these rough people
for one ^ another, the absence of anything like hypocrisy or
self-seeking in the whole affair, were not to be overlooked
by any candid spectator. That the nature of the prayers
and speeches was oddly boisterous, and that shouts of laughter